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Summary 


After her confession that she never snuck about Aretuza at night as a girl, Istredd urges Triss 
to do so with him. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


Triss shivers, regretting her bare legs as she tugs her cloak tighter around herself, feeling silly 
and naked and like she should turn herself right around and go back to bed. The summer air 
does not sink deep enough to warm the caverns below Thanned, but the rock itself seems to 
hum with its own heat. 


She shivers, even so. 


Aretuza’s curfew does not technically extend to instructors, but part of her still feels like a 
girl. Will always feel like a girl here, watched and measured, desperate to please. 


She should turn back. Who’s to say the recent disappearances will stay limited to novices? 
That the sinister happenings on the island will not sink its teeth into her as well? 


“You’re out of bed, novice,” says a stern voice from the shadows, touching her arm, and she 
startles so hard that little shocks of static leap from her and sting the looming figure’s hand. 
She regrets it at once, recognizing his voice. 


“Oh! Istredd, I didn’t— I’m sorr—” 
Istredd laughs, shaking out his stung hand. 


“T hope you wouldn’t have cast that as a girl,” he says. ““You’d have been expelled. Or just 
mocked for how weak that little spell was. I’m alright. Don’t fuss.” 


“T wouldn’t have cast anything like that as a girl,” says Triss, “because I would be in bed. 
Where we both belong.” She realizes the innuendo of her words a moment too late, glad for 
the dim light to hide her pink cheeks. 


“Yes, that’s the whole point of this, isn’t it?” Istredd asks. His voice is barely a whisper. 
“You're out past curfew, Merigold.” 


It’s snuck up on her out of nowhere. This flirtation with him. She’s known him for years and 
never had the thought pass her mind, but his eyes soften when he looks at her and he is 
handsome and clever and has aged out of his boyhood ego and she thinks maybe— 


Well she’s always fallen for people horrifically out of her reach who barely look her way. 
Maybe it was her girlhood yearning for Yennefer, dulled now to a painful sort of nostalgia, 
that blinded her to his appeal. 


Istredd looks good in the faint magical glow that seems to rise from the walls themselves, just 
bright enough that the corridors are not the full darkness of a true cave system. He smiles at 
her and dares to step close again, fingers ghosting along her arm. 


“Well, we’ve snuck out,” she says, arms folded as she resists further shivering under his 
heavy gaze. “I can say I’ve done that now. What next?” 


“Follow me,” he says and is off down the corridor, his touch never quite leaving her. She 
imagines herself as a novice, following a boy into the dark and knows she would have been a 


nervous, useless wreck. She still feels a touch of that, but the nerves take on a different shape. 


Something terrible will happen soon, she feels. Something brewing here that will lead to 
suffering far beyond the horrors she saw at Sodden Hill. Something like the distorted, 
ominous visions she saw in poor Cir1’s head. 


She shivers. She can never seem to get warm these days, feeling the cold up through her 
scarred breast. As though the fire that marred her has left her forever chilled in its wake. 


Istredd puts an arm around her shoulders as they walk. That helps barely at all. 


The corridor he leads her down opens to a pool rippling with a warm glow. He must have 
snuck down here before them, because a tray of food and wine is laid out beside the pool, 
candles hovering among the rocks. It’s beautiful. 


She’s bathed in pools like this beneath the island with her fellow sorceresses but not for years 
and never with a man. Especially not since the fire sank deep and changed her. 


In Kaer Morhen, she had had some brief hope that being allowed to ease some of Geralt’s 
pain, to kiss his scars, would soothe her own. That she could give the world some small 
comfort. Heal something broken and then maybe, her own brokenness would feel lessened. 


“Oh, Istredd, I— It’s lovely,” Triss says. She wants to cry. Istredd is sweet and charming and 
kind, and it’s all too much. He rubs at her shoulders and whispers in her ear. 


“We don’t have to go in,” he soothes, seeming to notice her doubt and well of emotion. 
“Come and sit.” 


She sits beside him on the ledge of the pool, and together, they slip their bare legs into the 
water and sip at the wine and eat from the tray. The water froths up with sweet-smelling 
bubbles, and Triss smiles at Istredd, thinking how nice it would be if she could love a man 
like this. 


It would be nice if everything was simple and she had simple worries. She could slip into the 
water with Istredd and be impossibly happy for a moment. 


She lays her head against his shoulder and sighs. 

“I’m sorry,” Triss says and doesn’t say what for. 

“T understand,” says Istredd, though she hardly understands herself. 
Tomorrow, the conclave. 


Triss does not know how to explain herself to him, fearful that some warble of her voice 
would give everything away. 


She wonders as she sits there, feeling chilled deep despite the warmth of the pool, if she 
would have let Istredd take her by the hand and lead her deep into the water had she not laid 
close to Philippa only that morning, hushed secrets and plots whispered against her skin. 


Probably not, she thinks, seeing how sweetly he smiles at her. 


Triss has only ever felt the sort of love that hurts. 


End Notes 


twn canon may be weird as hell but i do like that they teased this big-brained concept of these 
two together. it helps that they're very pretty. 
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